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A comic about Florida’s real MVPs
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It needs to be said; turf lawns suck...
up a ridiculous amount of water.

Seriously, they’re thirsty, needy divas.
It takes A TON of water to keep that grass looking green
year-round, especially in Florida, where the dry season
lasts longer than most celebrity marriages.

For about 8 months of the year, Floridians are out there
watering, fertilizing, babying their lawns like they’re trying to
raise a particularly entitled and ungrateful child.
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And what do the lawns give back? Nothing.
Except for maybe some outdated suburban, cultural pride in
having large, open grassy areas that symbolize wealth status
and the pride of homeownership. Which is so 16th century.

Sod gives almost nothing back to the environment. Few eat it.
It doesn’t host butterflies. Not even the birds and the bees.
It doesn’t provide shade or shelter or even good vibes.

It's a huge drain on our water supply, wallets, and biodiversity.
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Florida native plants are the real MVPs, evolved
over millennia to handle this swampy, storm-prone,
sun-scorched state like champs.

They thrive through dry spells, downpours, bad sail,
and even the occasional Category 5 weather tantrum.
No special watering schedule. No chemical cocktails.

Just pure, local resilience.

And they are BEAUTIFUL.
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Plus, fun fact: Florida means full of flowers.
So let’s get back to that. There's a whole world
of native ground covers, tropical stunners,
and blooming beauties out there that don’t
guzzle water or leech your bank account.
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Not in manicured grass that does nothing,
but in vibrant, buzzing, eco-friendly yards that
actually support life. Let’s make turf lawns
the new mullets: outdated, high-maintenance,
and best left in the past.
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Delivering the Package: The Eagle Has LandedWith love, gratitude, and respectBy Mac Camacho-VieraFor the first time in more than forty years, Peggy Lantz was preparing to miss the Florida Native Plant Society Annual Conference.At ninety-two, with hearing loss steadily narrowing her access to the world, something deeper felt at risk—her rhythm, her relevance, her place. This year’s conference mattered. After years of distance and disruption, it would be the first fully in-person gathering since the pandemic. People were returning. Community was returning.And Peggy—one of its pillars—was preparing to stay home.Peggy Lantz is no ordinary elder. She is a lifelong environmental activist, teacher, musician, author, and one of the original founders of FNPS. She served as the Society’s first editor of The Palmetto, shaping its voice from the beginning. She is also a mother, a confidant, a friend who has nurtured not just landscapes, but lives.Missing the conference wasn’t simply disappointing. It was devastating.When she said,“I think I’ll stay home. I won’t be able to hear anyone anyway,”it wasn’t just a statement—it was surrender.I saw it.The loosening of a tether.A quiet withdrawal.Not if I could help it.I offered a possibility.“I’ll drive you to the conference. And I’ll take care of Sandy for the weekend—she can stay with Jasper and me.”She said no at first. Automatic. Protective.But behind her eyes was a flicker. A thread of maybe.I reached out to her daughter, Carolyn, just to make her aware. Peggy had expressed wanting to attend, at least to socialize. Others were already quietly lining up—rides, lodging, help navigating the space.Carolyn replied that she thought Peggy had given up on the idea. She worried it would be too much. Too long a day. Peggy knew her limits.I replied with one word:“Ruminating.”And I meant it—for her, and for me.Within hours, the network was activated. A place to stay appeared. Seating and logistics were handled. The community she had helped build was bending—gently—to make room for her.The flicker became a flame.Peggy said yes.Her red suitcase sat zipped on the bed. A rolling crate of books waited by the door—Florida’s Edible Wild Plants, Earth Care, The Young Naturalist’s Guide to Florida. An updated flyer rested on top.She wasn’t just attending.She was rejoining her people.As I loaded the car, I thought: The package is ready for launch.We left Lake Lucy late Friday afternoon. Traffic was thick, but the car itself was calm. I played Mozart, Bach, and Maria Callas. Peggy slept through much of the drive, her breathing even, the tension easing from her shoulders.The journey felt purposeful. Quiet. Steady.We arrived just before the evening banquet. A familiar face was waiting at the entrance, ready to usher Peggy inside. Hugs, quick greetings, a gentle urgency to get her settled.And just like that, she was gone—carried forward into the warmth of reunion.I parked, took a breath, and sent the message.“The package has been delivered. The Eagle has landed.”Then I turned south toward home, Sandy and Jasper curled up in the backseat.I didn’t expect how those words would land.Carolyn replied almost immediately, laughing, grateful. Of course, I knew the phrase would resonate. Peggy had spoken often about her father’s work during the early days of the U.S. space program.“The eagle has landed” wasn’t just clever. It was memory.A phrase broadcast from the surface of the moon in 1969, now echoing through a simple text.A landing.A mission.A life’s work touching down again.Later that evening, I wrote to Carolyn that it was important Peggy do this now—that the idea of missing the conference had been weighing on her, and I didn’t want that for her.Carolyn replied:“You’re still alive, so live. Even if it tires you.”And she did.Peggy Lantz didn’t just attend the conference.She returned.With joy. With her books in hand. With her place intact. She stepped back into a space that had always been hers, surrounded by those who admire her, rooted in the movement she helped grow.That night, while Peggy reunited with old friends, Sandy lay curled in a blanket beside my bed at home. Jasper rested nearby—steady, watchful.Two dogs. One weekend.At peace in the space, we made for them—just as we had for her.In their stillness was the echo of the journey:Calm after courage.Rest after return.We all found our places that weekend.And in every sense that matters—the eagle had landed.Because if not now, when?Whatever season of life we are in, this much remains true:Showing up still matters.Connection still heals.Legacy is still being written.And sometimes, saying yes—quietly, bravely—is the most radical thing we can do.


